BEGONE,   SWEET  GHOST

BEGONE, sweet Ghost, O get you gone!
Or haunt me with your body on;
And in that lovely terror stay
To haunt me happy night and day.
For when you come I miss it most,
Begone, sweet Ghost!

But do not clothe you in the dress
Whereby was young Actason killed;
He died because of loveliness,
And I will die from that withheld,
Unless you take on flesh, unless
In that you dress!
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